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WrikN WE WERE CHILDREN.

Have you forgotten, little wifa,

Cur far-cff childhood's golden Hife?
Qur eplendid castles cn Lhe zards,
The beot I made with my cwn hands,

The rain tkhat caurht us in the waed,
Tho cal:cs we had when we wore good,
Tho dcil Ilrcke and mads you <1y,
Whan we were chlidran, you aend 17T

Have ¥ou forgottern, little wife,
The éawning of thatother life?
The stmrge new lght the whale world

When

fhe creams we had. the songs we made.
The sunchire, end the woven shade,
The lears cf many o sad good-by,
When we wors parted, vou and I?

3 L ff love's perfect blcsscm bore?

4h, pay! ycur Ioving heart, I know,

Remembers siill the lang ago;

it 13 the light of chilidhood's duys

That shizes through all ycir winning
ways.

Qod grant wo no'er ferget our youth,
ta Inncoence and Taith and truth;
16 smilcs, the tears and hopcs gono by,
When wo wora chlidren, you and 1.
—Casscll's Magazine.
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; SNORTER, SON
OF A HURRICANE.

The End o! His Cy:!nm: Caresr
Brought Grizf to the Hem-
lock Belt.

N ONE of my trips through the
Pussadanky country, up in the

i

her.ock belt,” said John Gilbert, the
treveling groceryman, “a cisconsolate-
looking native eame out of a barn near
the roadside and bailed me. I stopped.

*‘D.d you come through Jinkins’ Hol-
ler? hic asked.

“Yes 1 zaid.

* ‘Was folks gethered pooty plenty at
the tavern, lookin' glum?' he asked,

#:Not that I noticed,’ I replied.

“*\Vasno't the store shet up?

" .XO.‘

“‘Business goin' on about as usual,
fmy?‘

* ‘It appeared to be

“‘Then they hain't heerd on it down
fo the Holler yet," maid the native.
“Guess I better lope down there an'
break it to 'em myself, kind o' gentle,
If the news hits ‘em suddent they mowt
#het down the tavern.'

* ‘What's happened? 1 asked, my en-
riosity excited.

_ “'Why, Snorter's dead!® was the re-
¥,
' * "Who's Snorter ? I inquired.

*‘Guess you must live pooty fur
about here. sald the mnative, ‘if you
never heerd o' Snorter!”

“1 had to admit that I did not live
thereabout. The big barn door was
open and swung back against the side
of the barn. The native stepped baclk
6nd closed it.

“*There,’ sald he, pointing to a mis-
eellaneous collection of things hanging
to that side of the door. ‘Them’s the
intest nszortment of 8norter's scalps!”

“I counted 23 raiskins, a weasel skin
tnd a chicken hawk.

“'Them's Snorter’s ecalps,' sald the
native, ‘an’ you bet you glooml! foller
when the news gits round that Snort-
er's dead!’

*“*Son of yours? waid I.

“‘Son o' mine!' ¢xclaimed the ro
tive. ‘Pub! There aln't no son o' mine
nor no son o' nobody clse on the ol
Passadanky counld a hung up a pussel o’
#ealps like them! Na, sir! BSnorter
wa'n't my son. He was the scn of
hurricane, Snorter was! He wos o
rooster, an' the son of nhurricane! No
ope never e the likes o' him afore,
an’ won't never see the likes o' him
agin!

“*IFour years ago a hurricane setch
a3 we never heerd-on afore come swoop-

in’ thren ithisdeestrie’. It come from
the so t an' fetched nll soris o'
fruck with it, dreppin’ of it here
wn' * plekin® up more in place
of it, s’ <re had things that belonged
mobbe “voaw down in Virgis for all
T koo " Lhinge that bLelozged to
us v = lugged off sn’ droppe:!
dJomw in Michigan, jes"us like
48 T rurricane avicd held out
1ha “rom the way it was goin’
whe ver the o Poesadanky
I've had windienoughto car-
Ty ! s2ky, easy cnourh, before
it gt " yoop. After the hurri-
“anc ' went out to take n look
aron ‘monget other thingd 1
fonnd w.. & red hen, settin® dazed-'ike

under a thorn Dush. There never had
been a hen like that in the hull hem-
ioek belt., How fur she had rid on the
bosom o' that eyclone nobody’ll never
Enow. I picked her up an’ found an
egy where the sot. The cgg wa'n't no

bigger's * everyday run o' hen's
ega as ted—nlmost os red as
ihe ! ung the hen an’ the egg
in, en never secmed 1o git
lie- - er agin, an’ give a corplr
o'k mesick sighs an' Licked
the o I had an' ol' cominick Len
that :in* to set, an' I ot her.
Am: ¢ settin’ o' eggs was that
red : ome from some onknown
sopr ‘n" into the Passadanky
dees! ‘he besom o' that storm.
Som= ¢ hurricane had worked its
way it it egE, sure enough, forthe
chiecl:e { eome puten it turned cut
to be = “"ar movin® cpelone, That
chicken © 20 es red as the ere it came
ont of " that chicken was Snorter.
He v * ==n of a hurricare, an® he
took &1 - i< father from the word go!

#'Tirer e T ever took notice o
Snorte:’ cmmonp'intsyas one day

when Lie 2bout a month cld. 1Iwas

Larn here, an’ I heerd a
vs eneklin' "monget .he cheok-
¢ens back In the barnyard, an' a Tat
squealic’ in setch a key that I know'd
it must a run ag'in trouble o' some
kind. T went round ‘to the yard, an’
there was that hurrieane chicken, With

notkin' en It yit but pinfeathers. tug-

gin’ ova e mad at arat's tail, which
he had f«d hold on &= the rat was
skipniz® -2 a hole under {Le barn,

mebbe vwith nnegg ora young chicken.
After two or three jerks that buddin’
exclore of a chicken yanked the ra:

- =

cutl, ‘Aue rat wis bigger'n any onc

them scalps o' Snorter's on this barn

door here, un’ you'll ectice that some o*
them sizes up a leetle hefiy theirselves.
Quickern I kin tell you he ewung that
rat up over his head an’ slapped it dows
k'splosh on a big ricoe that lays in
there. Three times he dune that,
then chucked the rat to guc eide. Therw
wa'n't ne more life nor backbone left
in it than there is in a wet dishmag.
My ol' woman come glong jes' then an'
EEYS!

“*%“Great Peeapack!
snorter!"

*“*An’ that got to be his name, though
I've always been sorry T didn’t eall him
Hurricane Dick.'

“Just then o mule in a log inclesure
on the oppoesite alde of the rond milsell
its voice in the most prolonged and cx-
asperating hechaw Tever heard a mnle
vimit,

“*That's Limpin Bellx.'

Ain't he 4

eaid the oo

tive. ‘Fi¢ hain't sung MHiee that in thres
years afore. Ile kucws Sxcrtor is dead,
an' he's zloatin', That's ancther thine
that wreighs me down. 1 bought that
mule thyce vears ago, I oot him cheay,
an® he ‘pecroil like a Laregnin,

tirme | tried Bim 1 took ki e
lot yonder to plowecorn. Ileyanliet
plow the satislyinest kind two or three
times acrost the lot. < of then Lie slopped,
bhraced hisself. as' aung down hiscars.
I conxed him, an' T laid the gnd on him,
an' 1 prodded him with a pifchforl, but
he never paill no more attention to me
than if 1 wasa honse fly.

41 labored with him foran hour, but,
as nigh as | could make out. that mule
had made up his mind to stand there in
the sun till the jedgment day. I was
makin' up my mind to go heme an' lev
him stand. when anlong come Enorter.
He seen rizht away what was up, an’
he turned his hurrieane natur' loose on
to that mule. He hopped up on the
mule's neck, socked his toes inter his
mane, jabbed his bill way down inter
the mule’s ear, an' bollered things ia
that ear that waa hair-rulsin’ to hear
The mule was tock back tremendous,
but he was a mule, an' he iz his heel;
to'rds the sky, an' flopped his ears, an’
shook his head, an’ tried to skeer that
rooster awny. But he didu’t know
Snorter was the son of a hurrieanc, an’
arter awhile he kind o' settled down
an’ began to look round to diskiver whai
he was denlin® with, anyhow, Sneoricr,
he socked his claws an® his spurs inter
the mule an' rammed Lis head so fur
inter the mule's ears that 1 thort sure
he were gorin® his bill through to get
at what bruins the mule had. An® yell!
Great wiideat! how he did yell things
way down ag’in the drum o’ that muule's
car! An' pooty scon the mule begun to
look skecrt, on® by and by give up, hung
his head, an' went to plowin’ asif he had
never quit zn' never intended to.

“ ‘Nex' day he had a notion to go on
strike ag’in, but I got Snorter round
where he wos, an’ he buckied in like all
'‘persessed an' from that time to this
he's been the bes’ mule in the deestric’
This mornin’, though, 1 went out to
put the harness on him, an' what doex
he do but kick up, an' heehaw an’ hee-
haw, sumpin® he hadn't donc in thre:
years, an' 1 hoin't been able to get nigh
him. He knows that Snorter’s dead, an’
he's gloatin', an’ he won't never be wutl
a cent to me ag'in, execept us Lait fer u
bear trap!

“*So fer four ycar, pooty nigh, that
amazin' rooster has eleaned this here
clearin' o' rats an' weasels an’ hawks.
Even b'ar scema to have heerd o' Snori-
er, for there hain't one bothered us
senec he broke that mule. 1 s8'poso we
won't be able to keep an sheep mor o
plg, though, now, scon as it gits out
through the deestric’ that Saorter is

dead. 1 wouldn't feel g0 clean cut oy
und banged down by it, though, if we
ecoulil only find a feather luyin® roum|

anywhere, Snorter died suddent an’
complete.

**Down yonder "long the cveck they're
warkii®a stonc quarry. Snorter hada'y
never been down to lonk the works pver
till yeste'day afternoon. Then he
meantlered that way, jest as the men
had knocked off for dinner. Sam Sii-
cer: brougzht the news up. Ilc said he
was ecitin' under o tree, ten rod or s
from the guarry, catin® his grub. Iie
ceen Snorter walkin® over that way, an'
logkin® up by an® by he sees tie zon of
o h::rrit:m:r tugrin’® away at sumpia’
the fiercest kind. Sam got up an’ went
to'rds the quarry to see what Snorter
wus exterminatin’. He got pooty nigh
the spot when he sce Snorter swing
sumpin® up over his head to fetch it
down ag'in on a rock, jes' like he killed
rats. Sam says when he see that he
turnci an’ run away as fast as his
legs'd carry him, but he hadn’t gon
more'n three steps when sumpin’ went
off tremendous.. Sam was tumbled flat,
an' he said he heerd stoncs an' things
droppia’ arcund there fer a matter o'
1wo minutes or more. Whea he could
git up and look back at the quarry, all
he couid sec o' Snorter was 2 hele in the
ground as big ns a cellnr. Sam has an
idee that Snorter diskivered the strings
hangin' out of some ecartridges they
blest with at the quarry, the cartridges
being kivered up. Snorter, thinkin'
they was rats’ tails, jes' went for one,
an' never knowed his mistale. That's
Sam’s idee, an' the heft o' cvidence is
that he hain’t fur from right.

“*So you kin ruther imagine "that
there's g‘n*m seitin'down on thisclear
in’ thicker'n ficas on a groun’hog dog.
an' I guess I'll go down to the Ifollerar’
break the news gentle, fer if it hits
‘em suddent they mowt shet up the
tavern.' "—N. Y. Sun.

Where Education Counted.

Even the casual observer could sec
that the men had been indulging too
freely in the flowing bowl. The pailr
made their way along the street rather
unsteadily. They were men of the la-
boring class, but, nevertheless, seemed
fo be joliy fellows. Finally onesaid:

“Jerry, I'm "nebrinted.”

The other replicd, after some hesit:-
tion:

“T don’t know what vou mean, Tom
Of course von have a better cdueatlon
than I had, Lot T know yer drunk.”
i’hlladelphia (':.1!! W
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A LIFE HISTORY.

BY JENNY WREN,

CAN say without vanity, looking
back over this long stretch of years,
that I was not unjustly called the belle
of our town. It was s quict pince dur-
ing eight long months of the yearand
1 found it dull enough, and wondered
why it was appointed that T must drag
out my life within its limits, but there
maining four months saw it emerge as
the butterfly from its chrysalis, and
waken inte sueh fullness of action that
it o!most compensated. It was during
thege pericds that T learned my beauty
vutitled me to s wider sphere, or so |
1 mvght it my narrown:zss of judg-
7 kur when, at ball or reception, |
bW nn.n leave the richly atiired women
wholn they et the year rcund to seek
an introduetion 1o me, simply dressail
god the daughter of o retired efficer, fu
wag little wonder that o blush of con-
scions pritde rese to my check, or my
é¢ye buraed witl: a satisfied vanity

I was but 15 when T met Vonee Wil-
wiour, He was doublemy gge, and when
he bent over me with the wenderful
grace of manuer he so fully posscssed,
or let his eves dwell on mine with oun
impassioned glance, my bheart would
throb as n voice within would say:
*“This is love.” It secmed as though an
emperor had stooped from Lis throne
to nsk the peasant girl to share his high
cstate when he ot last told me of his
devotion nnd asked me to beeome his
wife. My father shook his head when 1.
joyously exultant, asked him to receive
my lover.

*“He is not the man to make my bright,
uncaged bird happy,” he answered.
“Pake care, Madge. No mnatter how
brightly gilded the bara may be, the

mountain songster will beat out his
life ng‘linnt them in ﬂw struggle to be
free.”

But to all that he might say my ears
were deaf. He could bring forward no
real obstacle, however, and go [ won at
Inset reluctant consent, and six months
from the day I met Vance Wilmour 1
beecame his wife. At last I was 1o se
and mingle with the world. It wasof
this I thought, rather than the solemn
vows I had just uttered, as side by side
we had bade farewell to the cld home,
amd were journeying to the new. Still,
nll my heart was his, and bad he cared
1o mold me he might have cast itinany
form.

I was not long in finding the empti-
ness of that I had so desired. The
hometo which my husband had brought
mic was perfecet in its every appoint-
ment. The suite of rooms he had had
prepared for me to my unscoustomed
eye presented a vista of fairyland, and
for a time I was happy. But then, a=
my father had predicted, my wings be-
gan to beat themselves against the bars.
1 learned to recognize that underneath
the velvet touch was the iron hold, that
1 must stand ever ready with a smile,
feultlessly dressed, to receive him and
those whom he summoncd {o admire his
captive, No wenriness, no fatigue gave
exeuse. I learned then why he had
married me. Wealth, station, all wer»
his, but his pride demanded more. My
beauty he knew would reflect credit
upon his taste. | was too young, tooig-
norant to interfere with his pleasures
5 naesert my rights as o wife. So he
reasoned, and his judgment served him
will.

For a year there was little to mar the
gcene; then my health failed. Excite-
izent and conc:tant gayety did their
work. Nuture demanded rest, and even
e was obliged 10 recognize the neces-
sity. Tnen followed months in which
1 scarcely saw him, when he hardly |
found time 1o come to the couch on
which 1 ¢onstantly lay to inquire if i
were better or worse; and when in m3
imputience I would greet him with
words of reproach or anger he wonld
silence me by some cutting words of
seorn, which would leave their sting
for days behind. Iwasutterly unable to
cope with him. and when in the spring
three years frem the date of our mar-
ringe he was indueed 10 join a hunt-
ing exeursion on the western plains 1
bade him good-by with scarce o feeling
of regret.

Six weeks later I was one day sum-
moned to the presence of a gentleman
who told me with trembling voice and
pallid lips that I was widowed. Their
party wihile hunting had been attacked
by a party of Indians and Vance had
fallen in the field, while they, to save
their own lives, had been unable even to
rescue his body. The shock proved morrt
than I could bear, and for months they
thought I would not live; but as health |
and strength crept slowly back a won- |
derful softness had taken possession of
my heart, and 1 mourned him with a
tender pity, burying his fanlts in his
for-off grave.

As goon as I was able to bear the jour-
r2y I closed my house and turned my |
face to the old home with a great con-
tent nestling in my spirit, that the quiet
I had once despised agnin wns to be
mine. My dear old father met me with
open arms, and I felt when pressed 1o
hiz breast as though I had gained n
haven indeed after my long and stormy
voyaging on the sea of life. Two peace-
ful years passed awny and my father's
hair grew white and his form bLent. 1
began to think of the time when I
should be left ulone in the world—alone
and desolate.

I had kissed him good nizht one evei-
ing as I passed ont and wended my way
to the little village church. Sad
thoughts had brooded in my memory
all day, and T thought thus to drive
them away, and, cntering the sacred
spot whose altar I bad stood before as
a bride, I felf upon my knees and ut-
tered a prayer for all that sinful, foolish
past.

An earnest, musical voice roused me,
| and, glancing up, I saw thata stranger
tcou[m*d the pulpit,

nmaon

-

I shall never forget the impn:miun‘
Edward Fearing made on me that
night. I had listened heretofore to ser-
mons from a sense of duty, but of his
every word fell straight upon my soul
and planted there o seed. It was as
though he were talking to me, and I
listened spellbound. He was not in the
strict sense 0 handscms man, but when
carried away by his eloquenee his eyes
would light up with a wonderful bright-
ness and his face almost grow radiant 2
he secemad possessed of a beauty scarce-
Iy earthlike.

The noise of the peaple rising from
their gcats as his voice dicd away re-
valled me to the present, but it was with
an cffort I roused myself. 1 renched
home feeling that while such living
words-conld reach my ear life cculd not
be barren.

I entered my father's study, treading
coftly lest 1 should disturb the elumber
into which he secmed to have fallen.
Urawing vear, 1 softly Inid my band on
ki, It was icy ccld. 1 stooped to kiss
his brow, but Its marble whitensss ri-
tealed to me the awful truth, The deso-
iztion which had hoversed o'er my spirit
ull day bad been wo idle precursorof 111
Death had  entered my home and
snatehed from me the one bLoing left
e to loves An awful calm fell upon
me. No tears cnme 1o relieve my burn-
ing lids—unt even when 1 heard the
dull thud which gave back to mother
carth its cwn. 1

It was then that Edward Fearing
ceme 10 comfort me. Tt was lonyr erv
even his words penetrated the outer

irust of rebellious dizcont. st: bt he
pnr)be(l lis way so skillfully, so tender-
Iy, that ere I knew it the healing waters
of comfort rushed in, and found Hn-u-
vent in ountawvard tears,

I o not know when 1 learned to love 1
my teacher. DPoest one ever measiare
the hour, the moment, when love en-|
ters their lives? 1 could see by this pa«-
sion which awakened in me the mean-
ing of true love and false. No world- |
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here. The life we must lead together
woukl be one devoted to the Master's
service, but 1 felt pothing could be
sacrifice 1 shared with him. Ihad told !
him all my past one afternoon, when he |
had just left me, and the echo of his
wordsstill was ringing in my car, \\'honE
anu impatient tread aercss the hall, a
shadow darkened the door of the recom
in which T sat.

T looked up, weondering if Edward
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of fonducss on his lips, when, stand-
itz with pale face T sawv what in u:a‘li
first agonized moment I believed my |
hu:b..ular zhost. 1

1 started with a wild ery, and would |
have fallen but that his nrms cought|
and held me, and then | knesw that it
was no spirit, but living flesh which
boural me,

Oh, the agony of that awakening, the
torture of the thought which slowly
bur:ed itsell upon my brain, that my
love for Edward now was sin, that 1
who had so lightly talked of sacrifice
shared with him must meet o greater
saerifice than any he had pictured, and |
meet it alone!

All this I codured while 1 lny scem-
irgly in outwird cnlm, and listencd to
my hushand's story, how he had been
left, as his friends supposed, dead upon |
the fiedd: but how the Indimns, strange-
Iy moved to pity, bound up the wounds
they themnselves hmd caused, and held |
Lkim for six months captive. Then, pro-l
curing his release, and learning ]
thought bim dead, he determimed 1o/
leave me in that belief, but how his life]
had grown purpcecless, and he gﬂ'w
to feel a vain yrarring for home and
wife.

“Had 1 found you married, Madge.” |
he ended, *1 would have gone awny amd
maxle no sign, bul instead you wsthl
wear the snitward badge of widowhood,
and though 1 little drenmed, my dar-
Hng, that you should have mourned |
my loss, may I not by that sign plead
for pardon? Will you not g‘ireme th-rl
hope of custing some sunshine on the
{ife 1 have s eruelly durkoned?”

That night Edward and I parted for-
ever. 1 sent for him and told himall, |
and watched his face blench while T sat |
outwardly calm and unmeved.

“God’s ways are not our ways" he |
said at last, “He has shown us how |
purposeless were thoe sacrifices we had
planned, aad He had greater cnds in
view. Muay He give usstrength to bear.”

The months which followed passecas
in ¢ dream, but my hands found plenty
to fill tham. My husband had come
home to me a broken man, and 1 saw
day by day that his strength was fail-
ing. Oh, how glad 1 wasin those ltm.t:1
vigils by his bedside that I had not |
faltered. A love as of n mother for her
ehild grew in my breast as I watched |
his remorseful care, hie enrnest solici- |
tude in my behalf, as his life cbbed
away. It wae inner as well as outer |
mourning I now wore, and for o year
1 lived on alone in my home, with no |
particular event to note the fleeting
time.

One day a letter was put in my hand.
hopened it and out dropped ivwo inclos-
urcs, one in & hand! which even then
eansed my beart to beat, and one a few
lines in astrange writing., Edward'=—
for it was from him—ran thus: “When
I learncd that yeu were {ree, AMuadge,
the wild, sweet bope rose in my breast
that when I could I should come to
chim my wife, but it was nottobe. 1
have been stricken with a contagious
fever, and my life is rapidly obbing
away. The verdiet has gone forth, and
I must die. It is but for a littlewhile. [
wait you in a better world. God bless
you forever and forever.” The other
was penned after his death, but teld
what ke had withheld, that ro life lost
on the battlefield showed greater Eero-
ism or truer glory. It is little wonder
that T reeall that bright joyois girl
who once bore my name, as apother be-
ing, as with folded hands T #it.and wait.
Sometimes my watch grows heavy, but
my courage fails not. 1 wait on with
at least contentment to the end.—N, Y.
Ledger,
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CGun=& Amunition,
Furniture,

Sul2

‘GGeneral
Merchandlse,

Dy Goods,

¥ Notions,

%’, Fancy Goods,
i Clothing,

",J Boots and Shoes,

{ Hats and Caps,

Furnishing Gioods
Stationery,
{ Trunks and Valises,
Navajo Blankots.
Luamber,
Wallpapen.

i i e
TR AT e e

-

Aseats for SCHUTTLER WAGONS ame KORTH OF IRELAND SHEEP pip

[Mail Orders Promptly Attendec__i to.

HOLBROOK, A. T.

‘Will Wooster, oo,

INDIAN TRADKR

2t General

Merchandise

NAVAJOBLANKETS, |  STATIONERY
APACHE BEADS AND SCHOOL BOOKS
BASKET WORK, . STOVES,COALOIL
DRY GOODS, AND WOOD
NOTIONS. GUNS

HATS AND CAPS, AMMUNITION
BOOTS AND STIOES, CROCKERY
ITARDW ARE GLASSWARE
CIIOICE CANNED GOODS{  CANDIES
NOVELTIES NUTS

GLOVES, | ETC

FINE GROCERIES A SPECIALTY.

Shipa'ng und Forwerding promptly sttanded ta.  Mall orders recats @ gromy? sitowins

N
g

L

\/

¥

: »*-:‘.ll
- O



